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Immortal! hate vntothe houfeofi Yorke, 

Nor neuer (hall I fleepe fecurcone flight, 

Till I haue furioufly rcuengde thy death, 

And left not one ofthem to breathe on earths 

H e takes him vp on his kacke. ~ 

And thus as olde Ankifes fonne did bf are 

His a^ed father on his manly backe, 

And fought with him againft the bloudy Grcekes: 

Euen fo will I : but flay, heres one of them , 

T o whom my foule hath fworne immortal! hate. 

Enter %ichard } and then Clifford layes downe his fat her fights with 

him ) andT{ichardfties away againe. 

Out croorktbacke villarue, get thee from my fight. 

But I will after thee, and onceagaine. 

When 1 haue borne my father to his tent. 

He trie my fortune better with thee. 

exit pong Clifford with his father . 
ALirmes agahte, and then enter three or foure, hearing the duke of 
Buckingham wounded to hts Tent. 

Alarmes fttlland then enter the King and ffftteene . 
ffueene Away my Lord,and flic to London ftraight,, 
Make hafle/or vengeance comesalong with them, 
Ceme,{landnottoexpoftulate,letsgo. 

King Come then faireQueene, to London let vs hafle. 
And fummon a parlament with Ipeede, 

T o flop the fury of thefe dyre euents. 

exeunt Ktng and f)ueene. 
Alarmes, and, then a flourifi y and enter the duke °f 

Torkeand%ichard. . : /die. J 

Yorke How now toyes, fortunate this fight hath beene, 
I hope to vs and ours for England* good, 

And our great honor,that fo long weloft, 

Whilft faint-heart HeinryidklvfiupeourrightSt • 

But did you fee old Salisbury fince we 
With bloudy minds did buckle with the foe, • 

J would not for the lofTe of tins right hand, 

• That ought but well betide that good old man. 
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. , iviv Lord, I faw him in the thickefl: throng, 

J w ; i an cc with his old weary armes, - 
^^hrife I faw him beaten from hishorfe, 

odw See noble father where they both do come, 

Andthou btauc bud of Yotkcs inacafing lioufc. 

The fmall remainder of my weary life, , 

■f i {Xr*hec for with thy warlike armc, 

nr. After them, nay before themifwecan: 

Now bv my Faith Lords twas a glorious day. 

Saint Albons battell wonne by Smous Yorke, 

Shal be cternizd in all age to come, 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, and to London a ^ 
Andmorcfuch dates as thefe to vsbcfall. exeunt. 


finis. 
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